The Hiftorie of 

‘Prince Well, here is my le g. 

Falf: And here is my fpeecb.ftand aGde Ncbihtie. 

Ho. O Itfu, this is excellent fport,yfaith. 

pal'? Wcepe not.fweet Queene.for trickling teares arc vaine. 

iio. O the father.how how he holds his countenance? 

Falf: For Gods fake Lords, conucy my truftfull Queen e. 

For teares doe flop the (loud- gates oi h.t r eyes. 

Hot. O Iefu, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry players, as 

euer I fee. ...... 

Falf. Peace, good pint-pot, peace, good tickle- brnine. 

Harry, I do not only marucU, where thou fpendeft thy time: 
but alfo," how thou art accompanied.For, though the enmmomil 
the more it is troden on, the fafler it growes : yet youth, the more 
it is wafted the fooner itwearestthou artmyfonnc, I hauc partly 
thy mothers word, partly my opinion, but chiefly , a villainous 
tricke of thine cie, and a foolifh hanging of thy neather lip, that 
doth warrant me. Ifthcnthoubefonnetomee, hcerc lieth the 
point: why, being fonne to me, arte thou fo pointed at? fball the 
bleffed fonne of heauen prooue a micber , and cate blacke- her- 
rics? a queftion not to beaskt. Shall the fonne oi England proue 
a thiefc,and take purfes? a queftion tobc askt. f here is a thing, 
Harry .which thou haft often heard of, and it is knowne to many 
in our Ltd, by the name of pitch. Tins pitch (as ancient writers 
doe repoi tc) dooth defile: fo door h the company thou keepcU : 
for Harry ,now 1 donotfpeake to thee in drinke, but in teares; not. 
in pleafure.butin paflion*, not in words onely , but in woes alfo: 
and yet there is a vertuous man, whom 1 hauc often noted in thy 

company, but 1 know not his name. , 

•Prince Whatmaner of man, and it like your MaieRic? 

Falf. A goodly portly many faith, and a eorpulent.ofa cneer- 
full look, a pleafing cie, and a moft noble carriage, and as I think, 
bis age fomc fifty, or birlady, inclining to three fcore, and now 1 
remember nie.his nameis Fa/falfe : if that man fnould be lewd- 
ly <Tiuen,he deceiues me. For Harry , I fee vertue in his lookes : i 
thfn the tree may be knowne by the fruit, as the fruit by thetr«> 
then peremptorily I fpeake it, there is vertue in that Falstalf, 
him keepe with, the reft baniffi r and tel me now, thou naught 
va’ let, tell me, where haft thou bin this month? „ 




Henrie the fourth 

Prince Doft thou fpeake like a king? do thou ftand for mee, 

Depo^mc }• if thou doft it halfe fo graueIy,fo maiefti- 
]ly bo'th in worde and matter , hang mce vp by the hceles for a 
rabbet fucker, or aPoulters Hare. 

Prince Well, heere lam fer. 

lallt. And here I (land, iudgc,my roafters. 

prince Now, Harry, whence come you? 

Eatff. My noble Lord, from Eaftcheape. 

Trince Thecomphints 1 hcareof thee, arc grienous. 

Falf. Zblood my Lord, they are falfe: nay.ile tickle yee for a 

yong Prince Ifaith. . , , f , . , , 

pmee Swcareft thou, vngractous boy? henceforth nerc lookc 

on me. thou art violently carried away from grace , there is a dr- 
uell haunts thee, in the likenefTe of an old fat man, a tun of man 
is thy companion: why dofl thou conucrfe with that truncke o£ 
humours, that boulting hutch of beaftlinefFe, that fwolnc parccll 
of dropfies, that huge bombard of facke.that ftuft eloake- bag of 
guts, that rolled Manningtrcc Oxe with the pudding in his bel- 
fy, that rcucrem vice , that gray iniquitie , that father ruffian , that 
vanitie in yecres , wherein is he good? but to taftc (ackc 5c drinke 
it? wherein neat 8c cleanly, but to came a capon 5c cat it ? where- 
in cunning, but in craft? wherein craftic , but in villanie? wherein 
vilhnous,butin all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing? 

Faitt, I would your grace would take mee with you , whom 
meanesyour grace? 

Privet That vilianous abhominablc mifleader of youth: Ful- 
ftalffe, that old white bearded Sathan. 

Fa/. My Lord, the man I know. 

Prince I know thou doe ft. 

Fah But to fay , 1 know more harme in him then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then I know:that hce is olde, the more the pit- 
tie, his white haires doc witnefleit : but that he is,fauingyour re- 
ference, a whorem after, lhat I vtterly deny : if facke and fugar be 
afau!t,Godhelpethewickcd:if to be old and merry beafinne, 
the many an old hoft that 1 know, is damn’d :if to be fat, be to be 
hated, the Pharaos leanekine are to be loued. No, my good lord, 
baniffiPcto, baniffi Bardol , baniffi Poincs, but for Lveet/acke 

— ___ ^ m 
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